CHAPTER XVII
KNIGHTHOOD AT SEA

N MONDAY morning the sea was
calm. The wind, as usual in sum-
mer, being easterly, the Duke imag-
ined that the time was come to bear
down upon the enemy and force a
genuine engagement The great
galleons streamed out one behind
the other, according to their rela-
tive speeds, while the English stood away. Ammuni-
tion was not yet to hand. But things were moving that
way. As the huge San Marcos, swiftest of the galleons,
came up with her own ships, Elizabeth in London was
Irritably ordering her commissioners to abandon the
negotiations with the Duke of Parma and come home.
There was every hope that she would authorise the
issue of powder, shot, and stores for the fleet. One
despatch boat followed another up-Channel with the
same message. Horseman after horseman pounded
through Hampshire and Surrey to London, their letters
marked, "Haste, haste! Haste for thy life! Post
haste!"
As soon as the San Marcos was well ahead of her
consorts the wind, as usual, swung to the south.
Howard and his admirals closed round hen She was
a big, powerful vessel, over a thousand tons, and she
fired eighty rounds in an hour and a half. The English
poured over five hundred into her before the other
Spaniards came up and chased them off. So imagined